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night, the candlelight of some hundred or more such habitations,
which stretched between the Rue de Bois and Bois Grenier,
could be observed from the enemy side, twinkling through the
cracks between the timbers. A hard frost descended, and we
would stand in that Tom Tiddler's ground, just our own side
of the growing Saxon fortification, watching them at work. One
day Peter, with complete unconcern, borrowed a great wooden
mallet with which to drive the baulks of timber destined to hold
a flimsy parapet; and he returned it, too.

Came Christmas with gifts from the King and the card of
Their Majesties : " May God protect you and bring you safe
home " ; boxes of chocolate from Princess Mary, monster cakes
from home, and bags filled with comforts made by quiet,
unassuming women who had transformed their country houses
into workrooms. And there were gifts from wives and sweet-
hearts. I bought for Peter a new pipe. He was a great pipe-
smoker, a fact which, in a cigarette era, was remarkable. But
it was evidence of character, the desire to be regarded as a man,
despite his years. Then five days' leave came to me, my first.
I asked the Colonel for another pass, and it was granted. Peter
came with me to the luxury of white sheets, bright firesides,
warm baths, and the mellow quietness of warm hearts.

There was a glorious snowy week-end with friends amid the
Surrey hills. Peter played his pipes during dinner and danced
to make glad the heart of village children. In those days a
kilted soldier was an uncommon sight away from Aldershot or
Salisbury Plain. And then we journeyed back across the Channel,
followed by a long day of jolting in a draughty overladen train
in which, huddled beneath a blanket bound round us for mutual
warmth, we smoked and gossiped, or turned the pages of the
illustrated magazines. At nightfall the wheezing, soot-spitting
train dumped us at St. Omer, and we discovered a little hotel,
its dining-room, bedrooms, and couches already overfilled with
officers and their batmen going to the blessed relief of leave, or
returning from it; and we pillowed our heads on packs beneath
the billiard table, wrapping blankets round us against the draught
from the ever-opening door. We found the Regiment in rest
billets. Peter sought a better billet than the rude floor of an
artisan's kitchen prescribed for me and my valise, and found a
bakery. There was a great warm oven in which bread for the
village of L'Armee and the surrounding farm-houses was baked
between the hours of four and six in the morning. Peter carried